

To be tcusngd on Rome nviSatftrfip!?* 


The mofllamemahkTragedie 

For thefc two heads doe feetne to fpeakc to mc> 

And threat me, I fliall neucrcometobliffc* 

TdJ all thefe mifehiefes be returnd againe> 

£ucn in their throats that hauecommitted thetn» 
Come let me fee what taskel hauetodoc} 

Yoti heauie people, circle roe about, 

That I may turnc me to each one of you, 

And fwearc vntomy foule to right your wrongs^ 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head. 

And in this hand the other will I bcarc. 

And LaHinin thoulhalt be imploydin thefc Armes, 
Bcarc thou my handfwcet wench befwceiicthy teeth: 
As for thee boy, goc get thee from nay fightj 
Theu art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay, 

Hie to the tjstjbfr^andraifeanarroy there, 
Andifyou]ouenic,a$ 1 thinkeyou doe. 

Let’s kifle and part, for we haue much to doe. 

Exennh 

hHclm* Farwcll my noble Father i 

The wofulft man that encr liude in Rome ; 

Farewell proud Rome till Ltictm come againe, 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life ; 

Farewell my noble fiffer, 

O would thou wertas thou to tore had bene. 

But now nor Lachts nor LaumiaWnts 
But in obliuioii and hatefoH griefes ; 

IfLaew/r liuc he will requite your wrongs, 

And make iptoviASa<urnim and his Einpreffc 
Beg at the gates like and his Qiieene. 

Flow will i to die Goth es andraife apower, 


ExkEHcim. 


EntiT 




efTimAndronicusl 

Enter Lncin s fonrie and Laninia running af r tt and 

the bojfltei baokes vnder 

his arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus, 

Pfter* Helpe Grandfier hclpe. my Aunt Lauinia, 

Followes me eueiy where 1 know not why. 

Good Vncle fee how fwiftfhe comes, 

Alasfwect Aunt,I know not what you mcane. 

Marcu, Standby me Z.«e<W, doe not fcare thine aunt, 
Titus. Shcloues thee boy too well to dothceharme. 

Pner. I when my father wasin Romclhcdid, 

Marcus Whatmeanesmy ’idetctLauir.inhy tbcfengncsJ 

Titus, FearchernotX«i>«rfomcwhatdothfhcOi<ane. 

SttLuciusite, how much fhcmakesofthcc.* 
Somewhetherwouldfhchauethec goewithher. 

Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 
Red to her fonnes then (he hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poet! y, and TullicsOratour } 

Canft thou not geffe w hercforc the plies thee thus? 

PMtr. MyLordlknownotI,norcanIgcfIc, 

Vnlefl'e fomt lit or frenzie do pofleffe her ; 

For I hauc heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extrcmitic of grides w ould make men mad. 

And I hauc reel that of Troy, 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to fearc 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aun't, 
Louesmea'dearcas eremymotherdid, 

And would notbutinfury friglniny youth. 

Which mademe downe to throw my bookes aadfiic, 
CaufTcs perhaps, butpardonniefwcetAAunt, . 

And Madaro,if my Vnelc goe. 


t 




tm 

s i i*H 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE TitUS AndronkUS (STC 22i^o) LONDONyabll THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.l6) OctaVO 


